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A Doll’s
Christmas

v By LAWTON JOHNSON

A Quaint Tale of
Life In the Nurs-
ery When Little
Boys and Girls
Are All Sound
Asleep

R AT

NE Christmas eve a wax doll sat
on a chair In a pretty room L

which a number of children
were o bed, A fire was burn
Ing oun the hearth Stockings were

hanging to the mantel to be filled with
toys for the children who were sleep
fng soundly, doubtless dreaming
what they were (o recelve in the worn
lng. 'The face of one of them, a dell
cate, fulr halred boy. was turned to
ward the doll, and shie did not tive look
lug at it, for the fuce, thaugh pole and
thin, was very delleately molded

On the mantel were two figures in
porcelaln. One was a boy In an oll
fashiloned coat and knee breeches, with
& suxh around his waist and a cocke |
hat and feather. 1s right hand was
thrust Into his cout In front, and he
looked Hke a figure of Napoleon, The
other was a girl, with a short dres
and a sallor hat. Her head was polse |
oue slde, and she looked very well
satisfled with herself. lodeed, she was
very pretty.

“How do you do?" sald the girl i
age o the doll. “Don’t you think this
u pleasant room ¥’

“Indeed It Is, bt I've notl see many
1 was only born" Bhe paused t
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think ngalu when she was born, but
couldn't remembor, 8o she sald tnstead,
“Isu't it & beautiful world ™

“Do you think so?’ suld the boy.
“My sister and I have had a hard time
getting Iuto It. We were baked in a
furnace, and it was sc hot”

“Well, dou't tell me about it,” Inter
rupted the doll. “I'd rather hear about
pleasant places.”

The figures told her a great many
things, but the girl was very vain of
her beauty, and the boy was taken up
with what he knew about the world,
of which the doll knew nothing at all,
80 she didu’t listen long, but fell asleep
while they were talking,

Buddenly she awoke with a start,
What was that nolse In the chimney?
She had s¢arcely time to think about
it wheu out on the hearth popped a lit-
tle figure In fur. He unstrapped a pack

WRITING TO DEAR OLD SANTA CLAUS.

he carrled and filled all the stockings |

with toys. Then he jumped back into

the chlmney and was gone in a twin- |

kiing. This set the doll to \\‘umlm'lux\
more than ever, !
Everything was again silent except |

the clock, which ticked very
There were the children asleep In bed,
the lttle pale faced boy with his head
resting on his arm, the girl lmage on |
the mantel with her head on one side |
thinking how pretty she was and llml
_boy thinking how mueh he knew about
the world, The doll soon went to sleep

Agaln,
+ In the morning she was awakened
by a shouting. The children were run-
ning about In their night clothes, tak-
- fng their toys from their stockings and
L ttering like monkeys, The fair hatr-
_ ¢y sat up In bed and looked on, for
too delicate to get up like the

-

loud. |

other children. The doll noticed that
Le Lad great blue eyes, which seemed
ever so large as be looked wonderingly
at all that was going on. Then there
came n knocklng on the wall, and the
chlldren knew that It was a signuel for
thew to get back to bed and not take
cold, and buck they scrambled, lnugh
iug and tumbling over one another,
and covered themselves up.

Presently the father and mother
came in and disteibuted the toys. The
doll was for cue of the girls, but ihe
boy lusisted on baviong it himself, Then
when all were loaded with presents
they carvled them down to the break-
fust room

What o day 1t was! The children
were rucing about, playing with their
toys, and people were coming In con-
tinually to see the presents, and the
sun shone brightly on the snow out-
side, and the fire shone brightly with-
In on the brass andirons and fender,
nud after dluper stories were told the
children till they were all astonished
by the number of wonderful things
that happen. The boy with the Hght
halr nod blue cyes lay In his mother's
urms, hugging the doll with her breast

|
» | pressed agninst his, 8o that she could

hear his heart beat, and she wondered
why there was no such beating In her
own heart. This was the happlest wo
ment she had ever known, She was
only a day old, but something told ber
that pothing in the world could ever
make her happler

When the children went upstairs the
boy lusisted on keeping the doll by
him till he got Into bed, when his
mother persuaded him to part with It
till morning. She placed it on a chalr
before the fire where he could see It
till he should go to sleep and the frst
thing ou awakening in the morning.

When the children were all asleep
the doll looked up from the chalr at
the lmages on the mantel, She was
100 happy to go to sleep.

“What a lovely day I have had,” she
sald.

“rnst wait,” replied the boy lmage,
“til you have been knocked about the
world awhile and you'll see,” He look
ed us wise as an owl,

“l think It very nice,” sald the girl
unage, “so long as you are young and
pretty, but I don't like the ldea of get-
ting okl and cracked, perhups haviong

| my aris or legs broken oft.”

The wind was rising without, and
suddenly the fire blazed with a cheer-
ful warmth, It was very pleasant for
awhile, but presently It seemed to be
too hot. ‘The doll thought she began to
feel a softening Iu her feet. She didn’t
know what It weant, but It frightened
her. It extended to ber legs; then she
felt 1t In Lor arms and at lust In her
face and neck. A log of wood fell
down ou the coals, and the fire blazed
higher, hotter than evee. ‘The doll felt
herself melting away.

“You're golog,” sald the boy figure
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| on the mantel,  “It's Just as well; the
I world =o't all like this household.™
|  “I¥s Just well,” girl
| tmage, “Your beauty will not have to
E fade”
i *“I don't want to go,” eried the doll
mournfully. *“I want to stay with my
blue exyed boy., The w be rull
of sadness, but there must be pleasure
as well, for It is here™

There was something so plaintive in
her volee that even the hoages refrain
ed from any furtbher remarks. The fire
which had

as echoed the

wid may

blazed hotter, and the wax
as yet only to melt,
Something spattered on the floor, It
was a drop of melted wax,

Oh, that her little boy woull get up
] and move her back from the five! But
[ he slept on peacefully, and ns
no volee for real children she couldn't
call to him

So the doll felt that she was melting
away. Drop by drop she feil on the
floor, The room, with Its rich hang-
ings, the chilkdren sleeping, the firelight
flickering, the shadows and, nbove all,
the memory of her brief existence -for,
after all, a doll can only exist- seemed
to be gradually fading away. She sigh
ed to think that she couldn't have been
born with a soul, to be loved and go
on loving forever; that she could not
grow up like a real child to see the un
folding of all the wonderful things in
the world, passing from one existence
to another Instead of golng out alto
gether. Then she thought that she
might never have been born at all,
never have had the one glimpse of the
happy hounsehold, the one Christinns,

softened, began

she had

The Gift I
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A Girl Whe Calls Me Friend

-—

H'S

“ G’HE‘RE are gifts from all the fellotvs, |
\ Pipes and things a chum will send ;
There's a tie, all reds and yellows,
From a girl who calls me friend.
You would think me jfar from slighted
If you satw them all-and yet,
I confess, I'm most delighted
Cith the one I didn’t get.

HE told me it was ready,
She'd prepared it long beforep

I'd been calling on her steady

For at least a year or more.
She told me all about it,

And ber eyes with tears twere twet,
And I'm bhappy. never doubt it,

For that gift 1 didn’t get.

ER attitude was altered
When I called on her last night,

But my rale of love I faltered.,

And I guess I did it right.
And this little rbyme is twritten

*Cause I'm full of joy—yeu betl
For a frosty little mitten

Was the gift I didn’'t get.
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BEEN HERE.”
the blue eyed boy and Yer single day |
of love. Bo she sald: “1 can’t undéy-
stand It. I will try not to murmur, but
trust that it is all for the best.”

L . L » . .
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And then—and then she awoke! The

horror of melting had only heen a |
dresni. Bhe had fallen asleéep before |
the hot fire, but some kind band had |
drawn the chair back, and in a few |

mowents she was again clasped in the |
fond arms of her blue eyed boy, |

CHRISTMAS IN MEXICO.

|
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How the Day Is Celebrated In the
Land of Dias,

In Mexico Christmas eve Is observed,
Spain, with the
The streets and plazas are thronged
with people. Of all the shop windows so
gay and brilliagt in thelr holiday at-
tire none Is so bright as the confection-
Nowhere is the confectioner's art
carriedd to a greater perfection At
midnight of the Noche Buena all Mex
ico forsakes Its pleasures and repairs
to the Misn del Gallo, or mass of the
cock, 0 high mass of the most hinpos
ing character, which, In every of
the magniticent lo-n.:pl--s reared by the
Catholie church in‘the City of Mexico, |
Is celebrated exactly at midnight an |
Christmas ev® or morning to commem
the Saviour's birth. All the
churches have an augmented eholr and |
a large orchestra specially engaged for |
the oceasion, The mass is celebrated
with every concomitant that
helghten Its efMect and grandeur

a8 in Noche Buena
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Didn't Get 1

A Christmas Poem by Peter McArthur

Copyright, 194, by Peter McArthur

HA VE presents by the dozen,
Meant to make my Chrisimas glad,
From each uncle, aunt and cousin
Best a felloww ever had.
There's a Keepsake from my mother,
Father sent a check -and yet
I am thinking of another—
OF the one I didn't get.
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Christmas
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How It Originated, i
How It Is Secured |
For the Market, and
Some Interesting Leg~
ends of the Dim Past ‘
|
'.
1.

By
WALTON
WILLIAMS

HE Christmas tree goes so far
back luto the night of time that
it 1s quite lwmpossible to tell
where or by whom it was first

Introduced. Almost every conutry has
its legend clalming for its own the tree
which bears such generous fruit. I
Scandinavia it Is sald to have sprung
from the “service tree,” which germl-
nated from soll soaked by the blood of
two unfortunate lovers, a eclalm sub-

stantiated by the statement that ot
Christmastide inextinguishable lights
gleawed from Its green branches, Ina

French romance of the thirteenth cen-
tury a great tree is described
are coversd with burning
candles and on whose top Is the visioa
of a child with a halo round its head,
the tree and eandles repre<enting man-
Kind and the child the infant Saviour,
A beautiful German story credits Bt
Winfred with giving the Christmas
tree to the world.  The story is illus-
trative of the gospel supplanting pa
ganism, Before a group of convel
St. Winfred felled a great onk which
had bheen an object of the worship t
the Drulds. A fine young fir tree im-

wWhose

medintely appeared 1u its place, on see-
Ing which St. Wiufred said: “This lit-

TAKING HOME THE CHRISTMAS TREE.

o
tle tree, a young child of the forest,
shall be your holy tree tonight. It is
the wood of peace, for your houses are
buiit of fir. It is the sign of an end
less life, for its leaves are ever green.,
See how It polats upward to heaven,
Let it be ealled the tree of the Christ
CLild. Gather about it, not in the wild-
wood, but in your homes. There It will
shelter no deeds of blood, but loving

| gifts,"”

| Luther

Germans hold that Martin
first concelved the Christmas
One of the most popular of Ger-

Many

tree,

| man engravings represents him sitting

in the
lghted

bosom of his family, with a
Christmas tree on the table
before him. Luther was traveling
nlone one Christmas eve. The snow
covered country and the trees gleaming
at every point with the reflected light
of the winter moon made upon the
great reformer the deepest impression.
Going home, he went into the garden
and, cutting a little fir tree, brought it

| into the nursery, put some candles on

fts branches and lighted them to re-
produce the effect of the beautiful
moonlit trees In the forest,
Antiguarians connect the Christmas
tree with the great tree Yggdrasil of
Norse mythology or with the pine trees
of the Roman saturnalia, the pagan
forervnner of our Christinas. Others
look to the anclent Egyptians as orig
foators of the idea. These men were
wont to decorate their houses at the
time of the winter solstice with
branches of the date palm, emblems of
{mmortality and of the starlit firmas-
ment. In medineval times there was a
tradition that holiness Invested an -
lumingted tree. Candles were used by
the Jews In thelr Feast of Lights,
which was celebrated at this season,

The
Feast of Lights,

The Romans In their saturnalia dec-
orated with images of Roman
gods as well as with eandles and burn- |
ed Yule logs in honor of these gods
The early Christians, however, frown
ed upon all such pagan adioncts to the
Christuias celebration, With them the |
Feast of the Nativity was the extremoe
of solemnity, and they were as much
opposed to Christmas trees and lghts,
music and laughter, as were the Puri-
tans.

The first authentic account of the
Christmas tree Is not recorded until the |
sixteenth century, It appears in a Ger
man manuscript, and, as the Germans
responded least to Latin influences of
all the nations which fell heir to the
Roman empire's lands, to them rather
than to the Romans must be ascrib.«d
the honor of Iutroducing ft. It was
the marriage of Queen Victoria to a
German prince which brought the mod- |
ern Christmas tree to England, and a
German immigrant started the custom
in America. The first Christmas tree
in France was lighted In the Tulleries
in 1840 by the Duchess Helena,

To view the great heaps of Christ-

Greeks also eall Christmmas the |

trees

!
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mas trees which Hne the market streets
of onr big cities Just the holi-
days one would fancy that searcely a
tree could be left standing of the muar
muring which constituted
Longfellow’s forest primeval. Every
harvd timber state in the Union is call-
ed upon by Santa Claus for its tribute |
of redolent balsam that he may hnve
plenty of places on which to hang his
presents,

There Is only one true Christmas tree |

the balsam fir. The hewlock proper |
has braoches too drooping and flexible
to hold a great welght of Christmas
gifts, and the spruce, while otherwise
suitable, lacks the spley odor of the
balsam, This is fortunate, for the tree
most prized for Christmas purposes is
utterly despised by the Inmbermen,

Jefore the Christmas tree industry be-
gan the tir lands of Malne were actual-
ly exempted from taxation as worth-
less. Now they are worth from $10 to
$15 an acre.

The Christmas tree entters begin
work early, usunlly about the middle
of October. While some of the men are
rutting others follow them and drag
the trees to the nearest open space,
where they are bunched and tied so
that they will not come apart in ship-
ping. At the nearest depot they are
londed on cars, 2,600 trees to the ear.
The men recelve $1.50 a day and
board, It tukes seven men working
five weeks to get out three carloads.

The Christmas tree ontput depends a
good deal on the weather, With an
open fall, when the trees are easy to
get at, the crop will be much larger
than when the snow falls early and
heavily, If the snow melts and then
freezes on the branches it makes them
brittle, and they breuk in transit, P

before

hemlocks

{

| time game,

| eandle,

THE M¢STIC MISTLETOE.

Cnee n Feature of Pagan Rites, It
Now Belongs to Lovers,
From time lmmemorial the white

herricd mistletoe hes played a leading
part in Yuleiide though It
has not always conveyed the osculato-
ry privileges which give it its value in
the eyes of the romantie youth of to-
dny, Like so many other features of
the celebration, mistletoe
nas been borrowed frow the pugans of
antiquity and Christianized by the
lapse of centuries. Tle Persians be-
fore the birth of Christ used tre mis-
tictoe in their sacred rites, and in parts
of India pagan priests still incorporate
it in their ritual, 1t figures largely In
Scuudinavian mythology. Baldur, the
son of Odin, though a demigod, wns
slain by a spear of mistletoe, a proof
of its magie powers,

It is frow the Deuids of old England,
however, that mistletoe has come to
us. The Druldical priests, sprung, it
is said, from the magi of the east, the
wise men who worshiped at the cradle

festivities,

Christroas

| of the infant Saviour, held the mistle

toe us their most sacred possession,
and the cutting of the pretty parasite
rom the oak, the tree which the
Druids elalmed God Joved more than
any other, was attended with the
greatest solemnity. On the Drulds’ fes-
tival day a grand procession, leading
two white oxen, moved to the mystie
grove. There the oxen were fastened
to the onk by their horns, and a white
robed priest ¢limbed into the leafless
branches and cut the bunches of mis-
tletoe with a golden knife. The oxen
were then snerificed and religious serv-
ices performed, after which the pro-
cession returned to the temple in the
forest and the wistletoe was deposited
in the Druidical arcanum.

Besldes taking its place in the rell-
glous observances of the Druids, the
wistletoe, which the priests gave a
nane meaning “all healing,” was made
into many curlous decoctions by proe-
esses in which times and seasons and
incantations were supposed to add to
its mysterious powers. These medi-
cines were regarded as cures for human
Ills generaily, whether of mind or body.

With the advance of civilization and
the death of superstition mistletoe has
lost its religlous character, but not its
popularity, and the forests of England
aud of our own southern states are as
eagerly frequented by mistletoe gath-
erers as ever were the dark woods of
the ancient Druids.

CHRISTMAS IN SWEDEN.

One Day When There Are Nelther
Rich Nor Poor,

If you were in Sweden on Chelstinas
eve you would hear the church bells
begin to ring at 5 o'clovk, for every-
body stops work then and the festivi-
ties begin in great earnest everywhere
in the kingdom, Class distinetions are
forgotten and servants are allowed to
sit at table with the family. After sup-
per the universal Christmas
tree, for Sweden is one of the early
homes of t! is beautiful custow,

On Christinas morning at 6 o'clock,
while it is still dark, you would go to
church, for everybody goes, unless you
stayed at home to mind the lights In
the house, for every home in the king-
dom is illuminated. There Is almost
sure to be g deep snow, and you would
%o to chiurch in a sleigh. Behind every
sleigh you would see two boys stand-
ing on the runners and holding pine
torches—a beautiful spectacle as a long
procession sleighs glides over the
snow on a forest road. These torches
are stuck up in a circle around the
church, A whole week 18 givea to
good cheer amd hospitality.

cComes
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A Friendship Calendar,

A friendship calendar as a Christmas
gift was a source of much pleasure to
an elderly lady living alone, says Good
Housekeeping. At her request each
one of fifty-two of Ler friends, repre:
senting the fifty-two weeks of the year,
furnished material for every day of the
seven in his week. Each one followed
out his own idea for the week's calen-
dar, contributing favorite quotatious,
short poems, anecdotes and reminis-
cences, some even adding cherished
recipes. In many instances the contri-
butions were original. Others were il
Justrated with small pletures cat from
current magazines, The result was a
perpetual calendar, each day represeut-
ing the loving thought of a friend. é

A Christmas Game.

“Christuas candles” is a good old
A lighted candle is placed
upon a table. The playet is blindfold-
ed and stationed with his back to the
about a foot from it. He's
then told to take three steps forward,
turn around three times, then to walk
four steps toward the candle and blow
it out. Iis attewpt to do so will prob-
ably be as amugng to the audience as
disconcerting to himself.—Country Life
In America.
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The Line Drawn,

Ethel—=What do you intend to give
me for Christinas?

Bertie—Would a kiss answer?

Ethel (with sarcasm)—No, Indeed!
Mamma never allows me to accept val
uable presents from gentlemen.

Vaeancey.
There's Christmas smiling In the sky,
There's Christmas in the trees,
There's Christmas in the streets near by,
There's Christmas In the breeze.

It's Christmas, Christmas everywhaere,
No matter where you look,
Bave when you gaze with mild despalr
Into your pocketbook.
—Wuashington Star,
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Chrigtmns Bills.
The Christmas bills
Give dad the chills;
He'll never climb
The heavenly hills
Nor wear the angels'
Wings an’ frills
Because o' them . A

mie Christmas bills!

- —Atlunta Constitution,




